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Miſe ddl, of Horſimanden in Keri 


H E N Wit and Science 99 their wither ls 
At Petrarch 8 Voice, and beam d with half their . 


a heav'n- born Genius panting to explore 


a 
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The Scenes Oblivion vidya to live no more, Rr. © 
Found Abelard i in Grief's ; ſad Pomp array” d, 1 85 | | 5 
And call'd the melting Mourner from the Sw: 4 ; 
Touch'd by his Woes, and kindling at his Rage, 15 _ 
Admiring Nations glow'd f from Age to Age; 5 ht a are 
From Age to Age the ſoft Infection ran, 
Taugght to lament the Hermit in the Man; 10 
Pride dropꝰd her Creſt, Ambition learn d to bel, ch mi 


And Dove-like "RF ſtream'd in ev'ry Eye. 


Sick of the World's A ip yet fond Wells i 
Each Maid that knows with Eloiſe to charm, 

He aſks of Verſe to aid his native Fire, 
 Refines, and wildly lives along the Lyr e; 


| Bids all his various Paſſions throb anew, 
And hopes, my Fair! to ſteal a Tear 0 


OD Obleſtwith er d bleſt with Skill to pour 


| Life's ev 'ry Comfort on each ſocial Hour, 
| 'Chaſte as thy Bluſhes, gentle as thy Mien, 
Too grave for F olly, and too gay for Spleen : 


\ Indulg'd to win, to ſoften, to inſpire, 

To melt with Muſic, and with Wit to fire; 

| To blend, as Judgment tells thee how to pleaſe, 

| Wiſdom with Smiles, and Majeſty with Eaſe ; | 
Alike to Virtue as the Graces known, 


And proud to love all N ou | 


When thoſe dear Suns ſhall ſet in either Eye, 

| While ſhe who, ſtudious of Dreſs, Paint and Place, 
' Aims but to be a Goddeſs in the Face, 

Born all thy Sex illumines, to deſpiſe, 

Too mad for Thought, too pretty to be wiſe, 

* Flaunts for a Vear fantaſtically vain, 

Wich half our Frib4/es dying in her Train; 
Then ſinks, as Beauty fades, and Paſſion cools, - 
The Scorn of Coxcombs, and the Jeft of Fools. 


— * rt eſe will Char ms ſupply, 
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The ARGUMENT. 


Aae and Floiſa flouriſh'd in the Twelfth M They were two 277 
the moſt diflinguiſh'd Perſons of their Age in Learning and Beauty, 
but for nothing more famous than for 3 unfortunate Paſſion, After 
a long Courſe of Calamities they retir'd each to a ſeveral Convent, and 
conſecrated the Remainder of their Days to Religion. It was many. 
Years after this Separation, that a Letter of Abelard's to a Friend, 
which contain'd the; Hiſtory of his Misfortunes, fell into the Hands of 

Eloiſa: This occaſion d thoſe celebrated Letters (out of which the fol- 

lowing is partly extratted), whith give ſo lively a Picture of the 


Struggles of Grace and Nature, Virtue and Hoſe on. 
Mr. Pope 


2 H, why, this 1 Start? this ſudden Pain, 
way) T hat wings my Pulſe, and ſhoots from Vein 


to Vein? 


What mean, regardleſs of * yon” Minh a 
Theſe earth: born Viſions eig _ my y Cell? . CIS 
1075 ; 0 What 
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ZE EH. „„ 

What ſtrange Diſorder prompts theſe Thoughts to glow? 5 
Theſe Sighs to murmur? and theſe Tears to flow? 
Tis ſhe, 'tis Ehiſa's Form reſtor'd, 


Once a pure Saint, and more than Saints ador'd: 


She comes in all her killing Charms confeſt, 

Glares thro' the Gloom, and pours upon my Breaſt, FO 
Bids Heav'n's bright Guard from Paraclete remove, 
And drags me back to Miß 8 Love. 


| Enjoy thy Vriajnphs, Anuß on! ſee 

| This ſad Apoſtate from his God to thee; 
| See, at thy Call my guilty Warmths return, bi 
| Flame thro' my Blood, and ſteal me from my Urn. 

| Yet, yet, frail 4be/ard! one Effort try, . 


ire the laſt ling'ring Spark of Virtue die; 


| The deadly, charming Sorcereſs controul, 
| And ſpite of A tear her from thy Soul. 260 


Long has that Soul in theſe unſocial Woods, 
Where hs muſes, and where Horror broods, 


From 


11 
From Love's wild viſionary Wiſhes ſtray'd, 


And ſought to loſe thy Beauties in the Shade, 


Faith drop'd a Smile, Devotion lent her Fire, 


Led me enraptur'd to the bleſt Abode, 
And taught my Heart to glow with all its God. 
But oh, how weak fair Faith and Virtue prove! 
When Ehiſa melts away in Love! 

When her fond Soul impaſſion'd, rapt, unval'd, 
No Joy forgotten, and no Wiſh conceal'd, 


Flows thro? her Pen as infant Softneſs free, _ 


And fiercely ſprings i in Ecſtaſies to me. 
Ve Heav'ns! as walking in yon' ſacred Fane 
With ev'ry Seraph d warm in ev'ry Vein, 
Juſt as Remorſe had rous'd an aking Sigh, 


And mytorn Soul hung trembling i in my Eye, „ 


In that kind Hour thy fatal Letter came, 
I ſaw, I gaz'd, I ſhiver'd at the Name; 
The conſcious Lamps at once forgot to ſhine, 


Prophetic Tremors ſhook the hallow'd Shrine; 


. 
Woke the keen Pang, and fanCtify'd Deſire ; malt 90 
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[4] 
_ Prieſts, Cenſers, Altars from thy Genius fled, 
| And Heav'n itſelf ſhut on me while I read. 


Dear, ſmiling Miſchief! art thou ſtill the ſame, 45 
The till pale Victim of too ſoft a Flame? : 
Warm, as when firſt with more than mortal Shine 
Each melting Eye-ball mix'd thy Soul with mine? 

Have not thy Tears for ever taught to flow, 

The Glooms of Abſence, and the Pangs of Woe, 50 
The Pomp of Sacrifice, the whiſper'd Tale, 

The dreadful Vow yet hov'ring o'er thy Veil, 

Drove this bewitching Fondneſs from thy Breaſt ? 

Curb'd the looſe Wiſh? and form'd each Pulſe to reſt ? 


And canſt thou ſtill, ſtill bend the ſuppliant Knee 55 
To Love's dead Shrine? and weep and ſigh for me? 


Then take me, take me, lock me in thy Arms, 
Spring to my Lips, and give me all thy Charms : 
No, fly me, fly me, ſpread th' impatient Sail, 
Steal the Lark's Wang, andr mount the ſwifteſt Gale; 60 


1 R Skim 


[5] 
Sk im the laſt Ocean, freeze beneath the Pole; 
1 Renounce me, curſe me, root me from thy Soul; 

Fly, fly, for Juſtice bares the Arm of God; 
And the graſp'd Vengeance only waits his Nod. 


Are theſe my Wiſhes? Can they thus aſpire ? 
Does Phrenzy form them, or does Grace inſpire ? 
Can Abelard, in Hurricanes of Zeal, 

Betray his Heart, and teach thee not to feel? 
Teach thy enamour'd Spirit to difown _ 


Each human Warmth, and chill thee into Stone? 


Ah, rather let my tend'reſt Accents move 
The laſt wild Tumults of unholy Love! 

On that dear Boſom trembling let me lie, 
Pour out my Soul, and in fierce Raptures die, 
Rouze all my Paſſions, act my Joys anew, 
Farewel, ye Cells! ye martyr'd Saints! adieu: 


70 


Sleep Conſcience ! ſleep, each awful Thought be „ 


* oy n- fold Darkneſs veil the Scene around. 
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[6] 


What means this Pauſe? this agonizing Start ? 


This Glimpſe of Heaven ruſhing thro' my Heart? 
| Methinks I ſee a radiant Croſs diſplay'd, 


A wounded Saviour bleeds along the S980 
Around th' expiring God bright Angels ly, 

Swell the loud Hymn, and open all the Sky: 

O ſave me, ſave me e' re the Thunders roll, 

And Hell's black Caverns ſwallow op * Soul. 


Return, ye Hours! when guiltleſs of a Stain, & Mol 


My ſtrong · plum'd Genius throb'd in ev'ry Vein, 


When warm'd with all th' e yptian Fanes inſpir'd, 
All Athens boaſted, and all Rome admir 'd; 


My Merit in its full Meridian ſhone, 
Each Rival bluſhing, and each Heart my own. 90 


Return, ye Scenes! ah no, from Fancy fly, 


On Time's ſtretch'd Wing 'till each Idea die, 


Eternal fly, ſince all that Learning gave 


Too weak to conquer, and too fond to ſave, 


1 [4]: 
. To Love's ſoft Empire ev'ry With betray'd, 


And left my Lawrels with'ring in the Shade, 

Let me forget, that while deccitful Fame 
Graſp'd her ſhrill Trump, and fill'd it with my Name, 
Thy ſtronger Charms, impow'r'd by Heav'n to move 

Each Saint, each bleſt Inſenſible to Love, 100 
At once my Soul from bright Ambition won, 

I hug'd the Dart, I wiſh'd to be undone ; 3 

No more pale Science durſt my Thoughts engage, . 
Inſipid Dulneſs hung on ev'ry Page,; Atl = 

The midnight Lamp no more enjoy'd its Blaze, 

No more my Spirit flew from Maze to Maze: 
Thy Glances bade Philoſophy reſign. 

Her Throne to thee, and ev'ry Senſe was thine. 


105 


But what cou'd all the Froſts of Wiſdom do, 4 
Oppos'd to Beauty, when it melts in you? 110 
Since theſe dark, chearleſs, ſolitary Caves, 4 5 
Death. breathing Woods, and daily-op * Graves, 


„ | Miſſhapen 


1 5 ; 
Miſ-ſhapen Rocks, wild Images of Woe, 3 
For ever howling to the Deeps below; 1 . 


Ungenial Deſerts, where no vernal Show'r _ 1443 

Wakes the green Herb, or paints th' unfolding Flow'r ; 5 
Th' imbrowning Glooms theſe holy Manſions ſhed, 

The night-born Horrors brooding o'er my Bed, 

The diſmal Scenes black Melancholy pours 

Oer the ſad Viſions of enanguiſh'd Hours; ene 
Lean Abſtinence, wan Grief, low-thoughted Carey io 07/ 

DiſtraQting Guilt, and Hell's worſt Fiend, Deſpair, Pry 
Conſpire, in vain, with all the Aids of Art, u 541 
To blot thy dear Idea from my Heart. ri. of 


Deluſive, ſightleſs God of warm Deſire! 125 
Why wou'd'ſt thou wiſh to ſet a Wretch on Fire? 
Why lives thy ſoft Divinity where Woe 


Heaves the pale Sigh, and Anguith loves to glow? 
Fly to the Mead, the Daiſy-painted Vale, 


Breathe i in its Sweets, and melt along the Gale; 3 12 
Fly 


| [9] 

Fly where gay Scenes luxurious Youths employ, - 
Where ev'ry Moment ſteals the Wing of Joy; 

There may'ſt thou ſee, low proſtrate at thy Throne, 


Devoted Slaves, and Victims, all thy own: 2 i 
Each Village-ſwain the Turt-built Shrine ſhall raiſe, 135 
And Kings command whole Hecatombs to blaze. 


O Memory ! ingenious to revive | 
Each fleeting Hour, and teach the paſt to ve, 

Witneſs what Conflicts this frail Boſom tore! 
What Griefs I ſuffer'd! and what Pangs I bore! 140 
How long I ſtruggled, labour d, ſtrove to fave 0 
An Heart that panted to be ſtill a Slave! „ 
When Vouth, Warmth, Rapture, Spirit, Love, wad F me, 3 

Seiz d ev'ry Senſe, and burnt thro? all my Frame; _ oY 
F rom Youth, Warmth, Rapture, to theſe Wilds I fled, 148 
My Food the Herbage, and the Rock my Bed. 


There, while theſe venerable Cloiſters riſe 


o er the bleak Surge, and 1 upon the Skies, 
Cc 


Each Hill, made vocal, eccho'd all around, I 5 5 


O'er all her fad Viciflitudes of Woe ; 150 
Profuſe of Life, and yet afraid to die, 


if w] 
M y wounded Soul indulg'd the Tear to o bo. 


Guilt in my Heart, and Horror in my Eye, e 
With ceaſeleſs Pray'rs, the whole Artilry giv'n 
To win the Mercies of offended Heav'n, 


While my torn Breaſt knock d bleeding on the Ground. 
Vet, yet, alas! tho' all my Moments fly | 
Stain'd by a Tear, and darken'd in a Sigh; 


Tho' meagre Faſts have on my Cheek diſplay'd 
The Duſk of Death, and funk me to a Shade, 1 60 


Spite of myſelf the ſtill-impois'ning Dart 
Shoots thro? my Blood, and drinks up all my Heart; 
My Vous and Wiſhes wildly diſagree, 


And Grace 1 itſelf miſtakes my God for hy 


bbw midnight % RY 


My Elſa ſteals upon my Eye; - - 


For 


1 

For ever n in the ſolar Ray, 

A Phantom brighter than the Blaze of Day: 
Where-e'er I go, the viſionary Gueſt 


Pants on my Lap, or ſinks upon my Breaſt; 


Unfolds her Sweets, and, throbbing to deſtroy, 
Winds round my Heart in Luxury of Joy; 
While loud Ho/annas ſhake the Shrines around, 
I hear her ſofter Accents in the Sound; | 
Her Idol-beauties on each Altar glare, 11 Toru 
And injur'd Heaven has but half my Pray'r : 

No Tears can drive her hence, no Pang controul, 

For ev'ry Object brings her to my Soul. 


. Laſt Night, reclining on yon' airy Steep, 
My buſy Eyes hung brooding o'er the Dees; 180 
The breathleſs Whirlwinds ſlept in ev ry Cave, 
And the ſoft Moon- beam danc'd from Wave to Wave 15 
Each former Bliſs in this bright Mirror ſeen, 
With all my Glories, dawn'd upon the Scene, 


C 2 TX Recalrd 


* 


1 
Recall'd the dear, auſpicious Hour, anew, 2614-304 
When my fond Soul to E/oiſa flew : 
When, with keen ſpeechleſs Ecſtaſies oppreſt, 
Thy frantic Lover ſnatch'd thee to his Breaſt, 
Gaz d on thy Bluſhes arm'd with ev'ry Grace, 11 
And ſaw the Goddeſs beaming in thy Face; 875 190 
Saw thy wild, trembling, ardent Wiſhes move 
Each Pulſe to Rapture, and each Glance to Love. 
But lo! the Winds deſcend, the Billows roar, 
Foam to the Clouds, and burſt upon the Shore, 
Vaſt Peals of Thunder o'er the Ocean roll, 5 b 195 


The flame-wing'd Lightning gleams from Pole to Pole. 
At once the pleaſing Images withdrew, 

And more than Horrors crouded on my Wer; | 

Thy Uncle's Form, in all his Ire array'd, 

Serenely dreadful ſtalk'd along the Shade, 21-200 
Pierc'd by his Sword, I ſunk upon the Ground, 


Tue Spectre ghaſtly ſimil'd upon the Wound; 


| A Group of black Infernals round me hung, 
And toſs'd my Infamy from Tongue to Tongue. 


[ 13 ] 


|  Deteſted Wretch! how impotent thy — 


How weak thy Malice! and how kind thy Rage! 


Spite of thyſelf, inhumane as thou art, 


Thy murd'ring Hand has left me all my Heart; 


Left me each tender, fond Affection, warm, 
A Nerve to tremble, and an Eye to charm. 95 


No, cruel, cruel, exquiſite in Ill. 
Thou thought'ſt i it dull Barbarity to kill; 


My Death had rob d loſt Vengeance of her Toll, 


And ſcarcely warm'd a Scythian to a Smile : 
Sublimer Furies taught thy Soul to glow, 


With all their ſavage Myſteries of Woe ; ; | 
Taught thy unfeeling Poniard to deſtroy 


4 The Pow'rs of Nature, and the Source of Joy; , 


To ſtretch me on the Racks of vain Deſire, 

Each Paſſion throbbing, and each With on fire; 
Mad to enjoy, unable to be bleſt, 

Fiends 1 in * Veins, and Hell within my Breaſt, 


2156 


220 


208 


Ve Martyrs! bleſs me, and ye Saints! refine, 


[ 14 


Aid me, fair Faith! aſſiſt me, Grace divine ! 


Ve ſacred Groves! ye Heay 'n-devoted Walls! 1 
Where Folly ſickens, and where Virtue calls; | 


Ye Vows! ye Altars! from this. Boſom tear 
Voluptuous Love, and leave no Anguiſh there: : 
Oblivion be thy blackeſt Plume diſplay d 


O'er all my Griefs, and hide me in the stade, 5 230 
And thou, too fondly idoliz'd! attend, . 


While awful Reaſon whiſpers i in the Friend 


Friend, did I fay? Immortals! what a Name ? 

Can dull, cold Friendſhip, own fo wild a Flame? 

No; let thy Lover, whoſe enkindling Eye 2 3 5 
Shot all his Soul between thee and the Sky, 
Whoſe Warmths bewitch'd thee, whoſe unhallow'd Song. 
Call'd thy rapt Ear to die upon his Tongue, 


Now ſtrongly rouze, while Heav'n his Zeal inſpires, 


Diviner Tranſports, and more holy Fires; 5 240 
| | Calm 


[15 2 
Calm all thy Paſſions, all thy Peace reſtore, 
And teach that ſnowy Breaſt to heave no more. 


Torn from the World, within dark Cells immur'd, 
By Angels guarded, and by Vows ſecur'd, 

To all that once awoke thy Fondnefs, dead, 

And Hope, pale Sorrows laſt fad Refuge, fled; 
Why wilt thou weep, and ſigh. and melt, in vain, 
Brood o'er falſe Joys, and hug th ideal Chain? 
Say, canſt thou wiſh, that, madly wild to fly 

From yon” bright Portal op'ning in the Sky, 250 
Thy Abelard ſhou'd bid his God adieu, 

Pant at thy Feet, and taſte thy Charms anew ? 

Ye Heav'ns! if, to this tender Boſom woo'd, 

Thy meer Idea harrows up my Blood; 

If one faint Glimpſe of Ehifſe can move e 55 
The fierceſt, wildeſt Agonies of Love; | 
What ſhall I be, when, dazzling as the Light, 


Thy whole Effulgence flows upon my Sight ? 
1 5 5 


„ 
Look on thyſelf, conſider who thou art, 
And learn to be an Abbeſs in thy Heart; 
See, while Devotion's ever- melting Strain 
Pours the loud Organ thro* the trembling Fane, 
Vonꝰ pious Maids each earthly Wiſh diſown, 


Kiſs the dread Croſs, and croud upon the Throne: 


O let thy Soul the ſacred Charge attend, 
Their Warmths inſpirit, and their Virtues mend; 
Teach ev'ry Breaſt from ev'ry Hymn to ſteal 
The Seraph's Meckneſs, and the Se Zeal; 
To riſe to Rapture, to diſſolve away 


In Dreams of Heav'n, and lead thyſelf the Way, 
Till all the Glories of the bleſt Abode ; 

Blaze on the Scene, and ev'ry Thought is God. 
While thus thy exemplary Cares prevail, 

And make each Veſtal ſpotleſs as her Veil, 

TH eternal Spirit o'er thy Cell ſhall move, a 
In the ſoft Image of the myſtic Dove; 

The long-loſt Gleams of heav'nly Comfort bring, 
Peace in his Smile, and Healing on his Wang ; 


„65 8 2 


260 


2655 


270 


FT 


* 
At once remove Affliction from thy Breaſt, 
Melt o'er wy Soul, and huſh her Pangs to reſt. 280 


O that my Soul, from Love's curſt Bondage free 
Cou'd catch the Tranſports that I urge to thee! 
O that ſome Angel's more than magic Art 
Wou'd kindly tear the Hermit from his Heart! 
Extinguiſh ev'ry guilty Senſe, and leave _ 28g 
No Pulſe to riot, and no Sigh to heave. 
Vain, fruitleſs Wiſh! ſtill, ſtill, the vig'rous Flame 
Burſts, like an Earthquake, thro' my ſhatter'd Frame; 
Spite of the Joys that Truth and Virtue prove, 


feel but thee, and breathe not but to love 299 | 


Repent in vain, ſcarce wiſh to be forgiv'n;z 
Thy Form, — Idol, and thy Charms, my Heav'n. 


Vet, yet, my Fair! thy nobler Efforts try, 
Lift me from Earth, and give me to the Sky; 
5 Let my loſt Soul thy brighter Virtues feel, „ 5 : 

Warm'd with thy Hopes, and wing' d with all thy Zeal. 
D And 


581 

And when, low-bending at the hallow'd Shrine, 
Thuy contrite Heart ſhall Abelurd reſign ; 
When pitying Heav'n, impatient to forgive, 

| | Unbars the Gates of Light, and bids thee live ; 


i Seize on th' auſpicious Moment e're it flee, 


And aſk the ſame immortal Boon for me. 


Then when theſe black, terrific Scenes are o'er, 
And rebel Nature chills the Soul no more ; 
When on thy Cheek th expiring Roſes fade, 


And thy laſt Luſtres darken in the Shade; 
When arm'd with quick Varieties of Pain, 


Or creeping dully flow from Vein to Vein, 
Pale Death ſhall ſet my kindred Spirit free, 
And thefe dead Orbs forget to doat on thee ; 
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| Some pious Friend, whoſe wild Affections glow 
| | Like ours, in ſad Similitude of Woe, | 

|| Shall drop one tender, ſympathizing Tear, 
Prepare the Garland, and adorn the Bier; | 


wr 


300 


305 


310 


Our 


1 [ 19 ] 
Our lifeleſs Reliques in one Tomb enſhrine, — 33 5 
And teach thy genial Duſt to mix with mine. 


| Mean while, divinely purg'd from ev'ry Stain, 
Our active Souls ſhall climb th' ætherial Plain, © 
To each bright Cherub's s Purity aſpire, 
Catch all his Zeal, and beam with all his Fi ire; 320 
There, where no Face the Glooms of Anguiſh wears, 

No Uncle murders, and no Paſſion tears, 

Hoy with Heav'n Eternity of Reſt, 

For ever bleſſing, and for ever bleſt. 
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